32       MY LADY OF ORANGE

ing a foe that used strange arms. Truly
a burning powder-barrel travelling swiftly
is a weapon of much service. Wherefore
to this day there be certain Spaniards
think me the devil; belike they are those
who thought Alva a god

Swiftly we moved round to the south-
ward, and there in the first faint light of
morning we saw the narrow postern, and
a picket between us and it.

" Charge'   Now, through to the gate-
way, charge! " I cried, and down we swept
The Spaniards would not meet us    They
drew off to one side and up to the very
walls we came without a man lost

" For whom are ye ? " cried the men on
the walls

" Orange I   Orange I "  shouted we all
" Ach 1 the fools/' growled Caspar,   Still
the gates did not move.

"We fired the camp,"  I shouted.
" Open, open, in God's name !   Cordieu >
Bo you doubt us ?   Look ! "

There on our flanks hovered the picket,
reinforced now, and we stayed there still
lake sheep with the fold gate shut.